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Jo the Tune of the Dragon of Wandly. 1 


F all the Wonders of this Town 
What I ſhall now reherſe to you, 


Or e're was Sung in Verſe to you, 
"Tis Gibbet they ſay, 
1 When Cart drives away, 
hat ſteals the breath from thoſe fellows, 
They firſt fing a Pſalm, 
And then comes a Qualm, 


ind dangling they hang at the Gallows. 


here was a Man net over Good 

Was Choakt for being a Sinner, 

He had great ſtore of Fleſh and Blood, 

Yet dyed before his Dinner, 

But here lyes the Caſe. 
I mean not the Diſgrace, 

ut what is worſe then all that Sir, 
Some Men of the College 
Who hunt after Knowledge, 

Stole the Body becauſe it was fat Sir. 


How cruel and Blood thirſty are, 
Thoſe Men who love DifſeRion, 
Vho wickedly can travel far, 
To favour their projection, 
The Coachman that Knave, 
Drove em both to the Gra vez 
he body they ut in a Sack Sir, 
But fearing to ride 
. By the Dead bodys ſide, | 
Ile tell you then how they came back Sir. 


The Coach Man he was Rideing on, 
The Horſe the beſt he had Sir, 
The Proverb pray depend upon 
That oh the beſt was bad Sir, 
For to the reproach, 

1 Of a Dublin Coach, 

Such Horſes and Harneſs are found Sir, 
That when ever they drive, 
There's not one Man alive, 


But had better be on the bare Ground Sir. 


Now that Digreſſions may not Lead, 
The road beſide my ſtory 
To keep't on Foot I will proceed, 
And lay it all before you, 
| My tale then muſt tell us, 
| That both the young fellows, 
Got into the. ſeat of the Box Sir, 
b. Which as ſoon as they'd done, 
The Coach hobbl'd on 1 
{Nought worſe then ill luck and the Pox Sir. 
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You'll ſays the ſtrangeſt e're was known, 
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There is a thing they Name Exciſe, 
"Tis known by all that Swallow, 
And that, and drink will oft Diſguiſe, 
'Fhe Man they call 1 Fellow, 
The Exciſe ther is got, 
By drinking your Pot, 
And there are thoſe I lay 8 
Are more Kna ves than Fools, 
g For they walk by your Rules, 
And ſome People call em the Guagers. 


Three of that Gang who ne're before, 
Attempted doing their Duty, 


Soon ſtopt the Coach and Curſt and Sworez 


And cryed Ad—zouns we'll ſhoot you, 
We wont be withſtood, 
For the Seizure is good, | 
rn my ſhare is three Hundred; 
he Sack they eſpied 
The Collegians they flyed, 
As ſoon as they Storm'd and they Thundred: 


The Coachman he Bamboozling ſaid, 
The Exciſemen were miſtaken, 
He cunningly did know his Trade, 
And fain would ſa ve his Bacon; 
And fo declar'd, 
| Tho? he was ſcar'd. | 
That then within his Coach was got Sir; 
A Woman ful! Old, 
And a damnable Scold, 
And fo ſet his Horſes on Trot Sir. 


But they with Power well inveſted, 
Reſolved not tobe faid Nay, | 
What er'e the Coachman had proteſted, 
Were words all thrown away, 
With eager Zeal, 
They Grope and they Feel, 
And ſo the Sacks Mouth it was ſtormed, 
Out came the Body, 
Each look'd like a Noddy, 
Moſt plaguy they were Alarmed. 


For Death it is a thing that's Evil 
The ſaying of a wiſe Man, x 
Was when that you would catch the Devil; 
Baite the Hook with an Exciſeman. 
Theſe three poor Men, 
Thought on it then, 
When that the Corps it lay before em, 
ITI be Devil and Tack Day, 
I've heard em ſa 
They fear'd they Wo 
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ted in the Year, 1719. 
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